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Unexpected Meeting 
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Phil had to admit that he was enjoying himself. And not in the usual way, either. 


That he could find a group of fans so interesting was, quite frankly, amazing to him. Though he was fond of 
Leppard's fans, and those who were fans of "him" in whatever he did - solo, Girl, Man-Raze, Cybernauts, as 
well as Def Leppard - hanging with fans was not something that he considered for anything more than 
momentary amusement. Who'd have thought that such diverse people, from many different places around the 


globe, many different professions, even different social classes, could be brought together by his music? 


He had to admit, he was rather flattered. 


Unfortunately, he was also horny. It had been a corker of a show tonight. The audience, including "his" fans, had 


been receptive, and responsive, to the music. It was exciting for everyone. 
Especially him. 


But somehow, he didn't think he was going to get any (physical) satisfaction out of this group. Even though it 
was mostly women, iT was abundantly clear to Phil that these women, at least for the most part, were not 
interested in a roll in the hay with him. While he admired the fact that these fans loved him but didn't lust 


after him (respected it, even), it was bloody awkward when he was, ah.. on the prowl, so to speak. 
He wasn't looking for any major affair, here.. just some hot, quick physical relief, not emotional attachment. 


Phil surveyed the hotel bar, where his coterie of "superfans" had tracked him down after the show. Not that 
he was drinking, of course, just socializing with his mates. And then his superfans. And keeping an eye out for.. 


opportunities. 


It was getting late now, and the crowd was thinning out. He'd been so interested in talking with "his" fans that 


he hadn't realized how long they'd been conversing. 


His mates had left some time ago, retiring to their own hotel rooms (with or without companionship for the 


evening, be it temporary or permanent.) 


Only a few small groups of people remained in the bar - some of their roadies, a couple of groups of what 


looked to be tourists unrelated to the Leppard crowd, and him with his two remaining superfans. 
I+ looked like he was out of luck in his quest for sex. Damn. 


Phil returned his gaze to the two women in front of him, suddenly glad that they couldn't read his mind. Then 


was startled when the darker one raised a raven-black eyebrow at him and winked, her eyes twinkling. 


He mentally reviewed the conversation to which he'd been half-listening in the past few minutes as he 
surveyed the remnants of the crowd in the bar. Karin, the German woman with ash-blonde hair, had been 
recounting an amusing story of one of her prior trips to the UK to see Man-Raze perform. There was nothing 
in that story to make the other woman wink at him. Glancing back up at the black-haired woman, he saw her 


other eyebrow rise, and a slow grin crossed her face. 


Phil almost felt like he should blush, something he hadn't done for years. He couldn't shake the feeling that the 
taller woman - Aidan, that was her name, he remembered - while perhaps not reading his mind, had definitely 


picked up on his lust filled thoughts and search a moment ago. 


Smoothly stepping back into the conversation to offer a story of his own, Phil covertly studied the women 


with whom he was speaking. 


Karin was probably his own age, in fact he could remember seeing her at some of the early gigs he performed 
with Girl more than 25 years ago, so she might even be a bit older. She was pretty in a plump, German 
‘hausfrau' kind of way. The blonde hair was long, but it fit her face. Even if it hadn't been for the wedding 
band on her hand, her fond talk of her longtime husband revealed that she had no sexual interest in any other 


man. 


Aidan was a bit more of a mystery. If he recalled correctly, she was from Ireland, as suggested by her Celtic 
name. She was taller than he was, with very fair skin as one sometimes saw on those with black hair. Aidan 
was dressed in full Goth-black garb, though Phil felt that she was playing up her coloring rather than 
embodying the Goth alternative lifestyle. The black leather boots, the tight black denim jeans on her curvy 
frame, the sleeveless black denim vest that molded her ample upper body, and the long black leather duster 
coat that she'd removed when the group had sat down at their table, were, he felt, more of a personal style 
statement than a cultural statement. The black threw into prominence the fairness of her skin and emphasized 
her pale blue eyes, highlighted with just a touch of shadow and liner and what appeared to be naturally thick 
black eyelashes. 


Hmmm. Aidan was actually rather attractive. And she did not display, in jewelry or in conversation, any tie to a 
significant other. Not that Phil, married himself, cared about his sexual partners’ spouses or partners, but it 
made it easier if there was no one on their side to object. He had enough trouble placating his own conscience 


as well as Anita 
Perhaps he'd have to see if she might be interested in him. 


Though she wasn't physically the type that he usually preferred, being much rounder and curvier where he 
generally liked tight and toned, she was definitely attractive in her own way as well as visually and mentally 


intriguing. 


The time for his decision was thrust upon him rather sooner than he would have liked when the bartender 
called out "Time, folks!" 


Karin was immediately apologetic as the three rose to their feet, exclaiming at how they had taken up all his 
time and not let him circulate to talk to other fans. Apparently his superfans, or this group of them, had a 
loosely organized network, and a fair number had been able to make it to London for this Leppard show. Karin 


explained that they had hoped to have a chance to speak to him, but had not intended to monopolize him. 

Phil laughed and was about to demur, but Aidan spoke before he could. 

"Really, Karin, we didn't force him to stick with us. Its not like he was tied up!" 

Phil turned his head slowly to look at Aidan. Though her eyes were half-closed as if in speculation, they shone 


brightly. His cock, which had been uncomfortably half-hard ever since the show, stiffened even more as the 
blatant (to him) sexual innuendo confirmed her interest in him, that way. She would definitely like to tie him up. 


Interesting. Very, very interesting. 


Apparently that innuendo wasn't as blatant as he thought as Karin continued conversing normally as the three 


exited the hotel bar and stood in the lobby. Or else she was used to her friend's way of speaking. 


With another expression of gratitude to Phil for his time as well as the great show, Karin excused herself, 
saying that she had a morning plane to catch back to Germany. 


Which left Phil and Aidan looking at each other speculatively. 


Not wanting to be obvious and crass, Phil looked for something to talk about other than what was uppermost 


on his mind. 

"What is your tattoo?" 

With a smile for his verbal procrastination, Aidan turned so that Phil could get a good look at the tattoo on 
her left upper arm. It was a winged dragon, a large tattoo but somehow delicate in how it was portrayed. Done 
only in outline, and only in black, the dragon seemed almost alive as it appeared to move when Aidan moved her 


arm. 


"That's beautiful,” Phil noted with sincere appreciation Though he had no tattoos himself, enough of his friends 
did for him to know the difference between good and bad work. 


"Thanks. | designed her myself, and she was inked by an artist friend in Oxfordshire," Aidan responded. 


It seemed she was tired of his procrastination as she added, "| have another tattoo as well, in a more, ah, 


private place. Would you like to see that one?" 


Just a bit startled by her more direct approach, as he usually enjoyed a slow wooing as he verbally, then 


physically, seduced a woman into his bed, Phil just looked at Aidan. 

"Shall we have a go, Philip?" 

Phil felt as though he'd missed a step in the dark. He was used to being the hunter, not the hunted. And he 
was not usually sexually approached so directly, unless it was by a Def Leppard groupie. Those advances he 
had no problem turning down. 

But this woman was most definitely not a groupie. 


And he didn't think he wanted to turn her down. 


Then Aidan took his hand, and he was lost. At the physical contact, it was as if an electric spark crackled 


between them. The sensation went straight to his groin, and his cock hardened even more. He couldn't deny 
that he wanted her, very badly. He felt that there already was a physical connection between them, more than 
the touch of their hands which was all that they were connected with. Whatever it was.. he could not resist 


her. And he couldn't explain how or when his horniness had changed from ‘needing a woman to ‘desiring Aidan. 
And that didn't bother him. Though he felt that it should. 


She led him to the elevator. For some reason, he felt like he was leaving everything behind as he accompanied 


her. 


Waiting for Her Touch 


Before Phil realized it, the click of a door closing behind him told him they had reached his room. Or hers. Was 
she causing his bemusement, or was it simply that he was thinking with his dick? He could rather fuzzily recall 
a simply awesome and very arousing kiss in the privacy of the elevator, and the sensation of her hand 


stroking his cock. Even through his jeans, it had been blissful. 
He'd been waiting for that touch - her touch - all night. 


Now he could remember seeing her in the front row at the gig. Their eyes had met for one sparkling moment, 
and even in the midst of the music, he'd felt as if she had rubbed her hands right down his crotch. Then she'd 
smiled at him and ducked her head, as if shy. 


And he'd felt her warm, wet mouth engulf his cock, tongue caressing his hardness. He could have come on the 


spot. Very nearly had, if he remembered rightly. 
Wait.. why hadn't he remembered that before? 


How had she made him feel that, when he was performing on stage? And she wasn't even within touching 


distance of him? 

How had she made him forget it? 

Or remember it? 

Why? 

Thoroughly rattled and very confused, Phil put his hands up and pulled, hard, at his remaining hair. The pain 
seemed to clear his confusion a little bit, and he could tell that they were in her room. It looked like any other 
woman's room, with womanly accessories strewn about, except that every last article of clothing was black. 
"Philip?" 

Almost afraid to look, Phil slowly turned his head toward the direction of Aidan's voice. 

He moaned when he saw her. She had disrobed, and was reclined on the king-size bed, head propped up on an 
arm, looking at him with a great deal of lust, and a little bit of concern. She was not exactly pretty, but very 
striking. The contrast between the black, black hair and the pale, thin skin that displayed hints of the blue veins 


beneath was that much more apparent when all of her long, lush curves were on display, as they were now. 


She was a full figured woman. His hands itched to caress every inch of those soft curves. 


Her hair was naturally that raven-black color (or else she was very, very good at dying hair in sensitive 


places.) 


She DID have a tattoo in a very private place. Because of the angle at which she was lying, he couldn't tell 
exactly what it was, but still. Phil winced at the thought of how much receiving that tattoo must have hurt. 


Draped across the bed, looking at him with her desire evident in her expression, Aidan seemed somehow 
vulnerable. He sensed that being so open with her sexuality and with herself was not something that often 
occurred. 


But it just added to the desire he felt for her, which was overwhelming his senses once again. 


She was eminently desirable. And tonight, she was HIS. 


Phil\'s Fear 


Phil's mouth was actually watering and he ached to taste her. To eat her up, in fact. Reaching to tear off his 
shirt as the first step to being as naked as she was - the better to feel her, skin to skin - he took one step 
toward her. 

And remembered his questions. His doubts. And he had to admit, his fear. 

Who was she? 

What was she? 

What was she doing to him? 


What was she going to do to him? 


He moaned again, this time because of his confusion. And in the midst of his doubt and fear, he still desired 


her more than he had wanted anyone in a very long time. 
Aidan held out her arms, beckoning him to come to her. 
He couldn't help himself. Trembling with both need and fear, he took another step. 


And another. But his hands did not move to take off his clothing. 


And another step closer to her. Now he was close enough to smell her desire. The warm, musky scent made 


him shiver more. 

Aidan seemed lost in her desire for him, watching him with sultry eyes as he approached her. 

He saw the change in her as she noticed his fear, the strength of his emotion finally penetrating the sexually 
charged atmosphere in which she had been submerged. Her eyes changed, the dreamy, sensual pale blue 
sharpening and darkening in concern 

Phil was even more scared now. Was it concern? Or anger? 


Aidan slid hastily and gracelessly off of the bed and approached him. 


And in a purely instinctual reaction, he stepped back. His fear overrode rational thought and he just sought to 


keep his distance from the source of his fear. 


If she had reduced him to this level when she desired him, what would she do to him if she was angry? 


But his step back had brought her up short. 
"Oh, Philp" 


The two stood several feet apart and stared at each other. Aidan, naked, seeming to tower over Phil (though 
the height difference was actually only a couple of inches), Phil, fully clothed if disheveled, a usually confident, 


powerful and dangerous man brought to fear through confusion. 


With a bitten-off curse, Aidan broke their locked gazes and turned away. She stood, her long, pale back 
accentuated by the fall of black hair, hugging herself, for so long that Phil wondered if she was ever going to 


turn around. 


It wasn't until then that he realized that his confusion had diminished. He seemed to be able to think again, 
other than still being so hard that all of the blood from his brain must be in his other head. Staring at her 


lush derriere, as he was doing now, was not helping that condition, either. 


It was only as she slowly turned toward him and extended her left hand to him that he realized that the 


heavily sexual atmosphere that had permeated the room was no longer present. It had been turned off like a 


faucet at the time that Aidan voiced what he'd thought was a curse word. 


And in spite of still being hard and horny, he wasn't overwhelmed by his desire for her. He still felt quite a bit 


of fear, though.. which, dammit, was sexually exciting in its own way. 


What had happened? 


What Did You Do To Me? 


When Phil did not reach out to take the offered hand, Aidan sighed and let her hand slowly drop. Striking the 
most enticing pose she could think of, displaying all of her curves, and putting the most appeal she could into 
her voice, she finally spoke. 

‘lm sorry.” 

Phil jumped, having been lost in lustful contemplation of her body. Though, clothed, she gave somewhat of an 
appearance of being overweight, naked she looked perfectly proportioned to her height, her curves flowing into 


each other. 


But now he doubted his own memory, when he remembered - or did he? - the moments during the show that 


she had touched him so intimately. 
"What did you do to me?" 


He voiced the question that was uppermost in his mind, not quite sure he really wanted to know the answer, 


but unable to prevent himself from asking. 


She sighed, the exhalation causing her voluptuous body to move in interesting places, and he almost got lost in 


contemplation again. 
"Nothing." 


Phil perceived that response as her denying that anything had happened to him, denying his fear, as it were, 


and it made him angry. 

"Bollocks! | know what | felt and it was not ‘nothing'!" 

For the first time there was a glint of anger in her blue eyes, and it took him aback somewhat. 

| did not say you felt ‘nothing’, Philip, | said | did nothing to you!" 

In her irritation she turned to face him full-on, drawing herself up and taking a challenging stance. 
And Phil found his eyes drawn to her groin. Now he could see, fully, the tattoo that she had there. 
It was a demon In full howling, slavering glory. 


And that howling demon's mouth was situated right over Aidan's pussy. 


And he could swear that the demon was alive - and it wanted to swallow him up. Not in a good way, either! 
"That's it. I'm outta here!" 


He headed for the door with firm strides, mentally cringing both because he was turning his back on her and 
because he was afraid of the debilitating confusion/lust returning. 


But nothing struck him, physically or mentally, and he reached the door safely. He was about to open it when 
her voice stopped him. 


"Phil?" 

He turned, the knob safely in his hand, and looked at her. 

‘lm sorry." 

Somehow he knew that she meant multiple things by those words - she was sorry about the fear he had felt 
(though she claimed not to have done that to him) and she was sorry that their sexual tryst had been cut 
short. 


Well, as to that last.. he had certainly desired her, and he knew she had wanted him just as badly. 


Her voice, when she spoke again, startled him, but she hadn't moved. That voice was soft and absolutely 


neutral with no inflections.. as if she was afraid to try and influence him. 
"You are hurting, Phil. Would you let me give you some relief, at least?" 


Oh, it was tempting. He'd been hard and horny since the show, so for many hours now - and he'd wanted her 


badly. And he ached with need. And he knew how good her mouth would feel on his cock.. 


No he didn't! How could he? She could not really have touched him or sucked him, she wasn't in touching 
distance at the show. It had to be a figment of his imagination - or something she had done to bewitch him. 


He turned the doorknob and went to exit the room. He tried, not entirely successfully, to keep the anger out of 


his voice as he responded. 
"Thanks, but no. G'bye." 


He heard her last words just before the door to her room shut behind him. Again, they were soft and 
inflectionless - just a statement, with no emotion or threat behind it. Apparently. 


"That will come back to haunt you, Philip.” 


Unable to Rest 


Alone and aching in his own room, Phil was having a hard time getting Aidan out of his mind. And wondered if 
that was what she had meant about it coming back to haunt him. 


He'd tried a cold shower, unsuccessfully. Even as he shivered under the spray, he couldn't forget the feeling of 


her mouth on his cock, its warmth surrounding his hardness, protecting it from the cold shower spray. 
But he'd never really felt her mouth on him, dammit! 


He gave up on the cold shower idea. Drying himself off, he headed naked for his bed. Slipping under the sheets, 
he tried to make himself comfortable, in spite of his aching hard-on 


The little touches of the soft sheets rubbing against his cock as he turned and twisted to get comfortable 


were Teasing agony. 
Determined and stubborn, Phil began some of the meditation exercises that Rick had taught him. 


He was just beginning to relax enough to fall asleep, in spite of still being hard, when the sounds started up 


from next door. 
Oh fuck. 


He couldn't even remember at this point which of his mates was next door to him. And why could he hear 
those sounds so clearly? He hoped his little adventure with Aidan had not been broadcast to the people on 
either side of her room. This was not a cheap hotel in London and the walls shouldn't be so damned thin. 


Then he turned over in the bed and saw the connecting door with a thin line of light beneath it. It was closed 
on his side, and doubtless open on the other. Which explained why he could hear so clearly - painfully clearly - 


the sounds the people on the other side of the connecting door were making. 


Then his other question was answered. Even not being quite able to make out the words, the lilting accent that 
was half Irish, half Southern California Valley was unmistakable. 


Knowing his mate as well as he did, Phil figured that Viv and his partner had fucked like bunnies when they 
came upstairs earlier, collapsed into sleep, and now Viv wanted round two. Or three. Or whatever. He would 
laugh, but the moans and cries that were coming from the next room now went straight to his groin. Again. He 


was, if possible, harder than he had been before. 


There was no help for it. He might devoutly wish that it was I5 years ago and he could open that connecting 
door and join Viv and his partner.. but it wasn't and he couldn't. With a sigh, he got out of bed and headed for 
the shower to take himself in hand. 


Hopefully, he'd miss the climactic screams from next door. 
More hopefully, they wouldn't hear his from the shower. 


And if he fantasized about Aidan's mouth on his cock as he stroked himself to a somewhat unsatisfactory 


completion that was mere physical relief, well, no one would know but himself. 


The Morning After 


Author's Notes: 
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Phil was finally able to sleep after achieving some measure of physical relief. After Viv and his partner 


achieved their noisy climaxes, of course. 
More than once. More than twice, even. 


He didn’t sleep well and was grumpy when he arose the next morning. He'd ended up oversleeping and missed 
his opportunity to go for his usual morning run, which made him more grumpy. He didn't speak much as the 
band gathered to catch their transport to the next venue. 


He did look around the lobby rather surreptitiously that morring to see if he could see any sign of Aidan. 
Though a number of fans and several of his "superfans" had been present at breakfast, there was no sign of 


her either at breakfast or when they were checking out. 


During the next few shows, he had the unnerving feeling that she was watching him. But he never caught a 
direct sight of her, so he finally concluded that she'd had quite an effect on him, but he wasn't giving her that 
much credit, and he did his best to forget about her. 


Phil had done that rather successfully for some time. And then one night after yet another show, he met 


another woman. One that was spectacular enough to erase all memories of Aidan from his mind. 


International Meeting 


It had been another corker of a show on the international leg of their tour, and of course Phil was horny.. yet 
again. He and Viv had ventured out into the night in search of some dinner after the show, and thanks to a tip 


from the hotel concierge had found a small vegan restaurant a few blocks away from their hotel. 


The pretty young waitress had recognized them immediately. Apparently she was a fan but had to work and so 
had missed their show that night. She flirted amusingly with both of them while deftly serving them with the 
best vegan meal they'd had on this leg of the tour. 


But it was apparent early on that Alna had a ‘thing’ for Vivian. Phil was pretty sure that he'd be heading back 
to the hotel by himself tonight. 


That is, until the restaurant door opened again, and a vision walked through. 

She was short in spite of high heels and her hair was as white-blonde as Steve's had been. The tight blue mini 
dress she had on had cutouts in interesting places, revealing lightly tanned, smooth, very touchable skin. 
Everyone in the place had looked up when the door opened, and the men's eyes - even Viv's, with Alna right 
next to him - were locked upon this blonde bombshell. 

The vision looked around the restaurant, seemingly unaware of the attention she had garnered simply by 
stepping in the door. She smiled when she spotted the table where the two Leppards were seated, and headed 
in their direction Her movements were not especially slow but it was fair to say that she slinked over to 


them. At least, as much as a woman could slink in high heels. 


Phil almost couldn't believe it when she stopped next to him. 
"Hello, Philip." 


Even her voice was lovely, low and musical and with just a faint hint of a fascinating foreign accent of some 


kind. 


Phil and Viv both recovered a small portion of their wits and their manners and stood to greet this vision of a 


woman 
The woman looked at Vivian, and then away. 

"Vivian," she nodded, both a greeting and a dismissal as she turned back to Phil 

Viv's jaw dropped in shock at her abrupt manner with him, and he looked as if he was about to protest, but 


then he seemed to reconsider. Rolling his eyes, he shrugged and turned back to pacify Alna, who was all but 
spitting daggers at the newcomer, who'd stolen the attention of every man in the place simply by entering the 


restaurant. 


Phil was so bemused by this beautiful stranger who appeared to know him that he almost didn't realize she 
was holding her hand out to him. 


"Philip, | am Nadia. It is pleasure to meet you!" 
Rather than shake her hand, he was inspired to bow to her and raise her hand to his lips. 
"The pleasure is all mine, Nadia," he said gallantly. Well.. she made him feel gallant. 


When his lips touched the skin of her hand, he felt a shock like static electricity, making his lips tingle. And his 
nipples. And his cock. Or maybe that was just the sight of her. She gave no sign that she had felt it, though. 


His eyes traveled from her hand up her smooth, slim arm as he tried desperately to be polite and not stare 
at her breasts. He caught a glimpse of a small blue tattoo on her upper arm just under the cap sleeve of her 


dress. A dragonfly, he thought. 


Dragging his gaze further upward, his mouth watered at the sight of her full, rosy lips that owed nothing to 
cosmetics for their color. He could imagine how good it would feel to kiss those lips. He could also imagine, 


virtually without any conscious effort, how those pouty lips would look - and feel - on other sensitive areas of 


his body! 


But his eyes were arrested when they finally reached hers. Her eyes were the royal blue of the dress she 
was wearing - brighter even than Sav's eyes - bluer than the California sky on a sunny day. 


And he didn’t think he was imagining that those blue eyes were warm with love and lust - for him! 

Just the sight of her made him hard. Harder! And having her stand next to him, close enough for him to feel 
the warmth of her body, and close enough to see, thanks to those strategically placed cutouts in her blue mini 
dress, that she could not possibly be wearing any underwear, made him horny enough to want to sweep 
everything off the table in front of him and lay her down and fuck her senseless there and then. 

He recovered his own senses just a bit as she removed her hand from his grasp with a bit of a jerk. To cover 
his thoughts, he invited Nadia to join them, and pulled a chair out from the table for her, ignoring Alna's glare 
and not-so-quiet growl and Viv's smothered cough-laugh. 


To his surprise, Nadia pouted prettily instead of sitting down on the chair. 


"Philip," she said, running a finger down his arm, which seriously interfered with his ability to think about what 


she was saying to him. 


| had hoped to get to know you better. Alone." 


Well, fuck him. (Hopefully that was exactly what she had in mind!) 

He looked at Vivian. 

"Please excuse us, mate. Enjoy your evening. Alna, a pleasure to talk to you." 

Offering his arm formally to Nadia, he smiled winningly at her when she put her hand on it and he escorted 
her to the door. He knew every man in the restaurant was wishing they were in his place, but HE was the one 
who was accompanying Nadia. 

As they passed through the doorway its shadow seemed to fall on Nadia and for just a second she seemed 
taller and darker than she was. But when he blinked and looked again, he found only her short, platinum blonde 


figure looking up at him questioningly. 


"I thought was pleasure for you to meet me. Was pleasure to talk to that waitress too?" The disdain in her 


voice was very evident. 
Something wasn't right, but Phil shrugged it off. He tried to explain conversational niceties to Nadia 


"Telling Alna that it was a pleasure to talk to her was a social fiction - a standard phrase where the words 


were mouthed but not meant. Telling you that the pleasure of meeting you was all mine.. was just the honest, 


heartfelt truth!" 

She smiled up at him. "I am sorry. My English, it is not so good." 

"Your English is very good. The conversational fictions are a cultural issue, not a language one." 

Thankfully, Nadia had been paying attention to where they were going, and they were nearly back at the band's 
hotel. Phil had just been drinking in Nadia's beauty as they walked, and enjoying her voice and the fascinating 
little accent that she had. 

A few fans had discovered where the band was staying, and were congregated in the lobby, even as late as it 
was. Phil, ever one to accommodate fans if possible, stopped to sign some autographs and pose for pictures. 
Nadia slipped away from him and stood a little distance away, pouting at him. 

Eventually her pout drove him to say good night to the fans and return to her side. 


"Philip, you will take me to your room where we can talk in private?" 


"I'd be delighted to do so." 


He just hoped his voice sounded gallant, rather than horny. 


Getting Comfortable 
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Once again he was in a hotel room - his own, this time - with only fuzzy memories of the elevator ride and 
the trip down the hallway. Nadia's small hand grasping his arm, as well as her slim body undulating next to his 
and occasionally brushing against him, sent most of the blood in his body southward. 

He had to turn around and check that he'd locked the door when they entered the room. 

Good, he had. He thought he might have put out the ‘do not disturb’ sign, too. 


Nadia was standing near him, looking up at him adoringly. 


Phil knew what he would like to do now, but he wasn't so sure about Nadia He decided to give her an 
opportunity to talk, in private, as she had expressed. 


"Please, Nadia, make yourself comfortable" 

His gesture encompassed the sitting area of the room, with its comfortable couch and chairs. 
"Thank you, Philip. Perhaps you would assist?" 

Nadia walked directly to the bed and sat down upon it 


His mind immediately following his blood to take up residence in his crotch, Phil walked to her. He would assist 


her in whatever way she wanted! 

Then she extended one slim foot in an impossibly high heel to him. 
| must admit, heels look very pretty. But not comfortable!" 

She wanted him to.. take her shoes off? What? 

Mentally shrugging, he cradled her extended leg. 


And found at least one benefit to assisting her in removing her footwear. She wore no stockings, so his hands 


were directly on the smooth, warm, silky skin of her legs. 


Carefully, he slid off the tight shoe, letting it drop to the floor with a thud. Leaving his hands on her foot, he 
started a deliberate, sensual massage, slowly kneading up her calf, rubbing little circles around her kneecap, and 


then massaging her smooth, creamy thigh. 


He nearly forgot to breathe, the sensual experience was so heady, made even better by Nadia's coos and sighs 
and little moans. But he made himself stop when his hands reached the hemline of her mini dress, and managed 


to continue moving his hands back down her leg even when she pouted at him, full, rosy bottom lip full out. 


He just wanted to pounce on her and plunge into her immediately. He could imagine what her pussy would feel 


like, tight around his hard cock. And he was pretty sure there was nothing but the dress between them. 
Oh, hell. And his shirt and jeans. And his trainers. 


His hands having moved down to Nadia's foot, he raised it and placed a lingering, sucking kiss on the top of her 
foot. She would definitely have a hickey there shortly. Then he carefully set that foot down and put his hand 
under the other leg, lifting it for his attentions. 


Slowly and carefully the other high, high heeled shoe was slid off of Nadia's foot. It joined its mate on the floor 
with a similar sounding thump, as his hands started their journey of touch, massage and exploration up the 


length of her short leg. 
By a great effort of will, Phil made himself halt his hands at her hemline. He couldn't bring himself to remove 
his hands from her legs, however, so he smiled his most seductive smile at her and asked, "More comfortable 


now?" 


Slowly, her answering smile broke out. Damn, she had him beat by a long shot in the area of seductive smiles! 
Phil could feel more blood heading for his groin. 


"Much comfortabler," she answered in a low tone, adding, "and you? You need comfort too?" 

Oh, did he ever need her.. comfort. 

Then he saw that she was gesturing to his shoes. 

Feeling just a bit disappointed, he nodded and took his hands from her thighs to brace himself on the bed and 
toe off his trainers, one at a time. Now barefoot, as she was, he wiggled his toes in the carpet and smiled at 
her, noticing that she was observing him closely. 

"I know you like to be unconfined. You would like to take off shirt, too?" 

He hoped that she was going to "comfort" him at some point and that this wasn't just a tease rather than a 


mutual striptease. But he stood in front of her and made a little production of peeling his t-shirt up and over 
his head, discarding it with a flamboyant toss to the corner. 


Nadia was staring at his bare chest, her eyes huge and her expression filled with longing. 

"Do you like what you see?" Phil couldn't resist teasing her. 

‘Oh, yes," she breathed, holding out her hands to him. 

He took her hands but when he tried to get closer to her she wouldn't let him, keeping her arms locked. 

"| wish to look at you for a moment,” she told him. 

With a little shrug he let her hold him at arms length and contented himself with looking at her flawless face. 
When his eyes connected with hers, he lost himself in those very blue depths. Her eyes were simply amazing 
in color and in their expressiveness. He could see her desire for him and ceased worrying whether she was 
only teasing him. Her eyes promised fulfillment even if she would take her own sweet time in getting there. 
At first he thought it was just the effect of her eyes that was bringing him pleasure. But slowly he came to 
the awareness that his cock was being cupped and fondled through his jeans. It felt so good that he couldn't 
stop a moan from escaping. 

But, wait. 

She was holding his hands. How was she stroking his cock? 


With an effort, he tore his eyes from hers and looked down 


And gasped when he saw her bare feet at his crotch. 


A Firm Grip 


Nadia had a firm grip on Phil's hands. He would have preferred to be a little closer to her than he was, but 
her hands (and feet!) felt so good on him that he decided to let her set the pace. 


He met her eyes again and once again his were held by her bright blue ones. Her hands were massaging his, 


and again the electricity of the contact was zapping out brain cells and stiffening his cock. 


He felt more than heard the "pop" as his jeans were unbuttoned. He wanted to look down and see how she was 
undressing him with her feet, but he couldn't tear his eyes from hers. His peripheral vision caught her biting 
her lower lip in concentration as he felt the zipper of his jeans being pulled down. Then she closed her eyes, 


and he couldn't resist looking down to see how she was stripping him. 


Phil saw that the zipper tongue was between her toes and she was slowly unfastening his jeans that way. Did 
she have prehensile toes, or what? He wanted nothing more than to rip his jeans off but her firm continued 
grasp on his hands prevented him from doing anything but wiggle. Nadia was a very determined lady and she 


appeared to want to have things very much her way. 


The slowly descending zipper was brushing against his hard-on, which was eager to be free. The very slowness 


increased the sensation and feelings. Phil had never thought of zipper rub as being sexy.. until now. 


A low laugh brought his attention back to Nadia. She had pulled the zipper on his jeans all the way down now, 


and on opening her eyes had found him watching her strip him. 
Phil grinned at her, a challenge in his eyes. What would she do now? 


Well, she wasn't letting go of his hands, for one thing. Pulling his left hand to her mouth, she started sucking 
on his fingers, one by one. Phil's cock jumped at the sensation, and he could all too easily imagine how her 


mouth would feel on that instead of his fingers. 


He was so lost in that mental vision that he didn't realize that his jeans were being shoved down his hips until 
they actually fell. Her bare feet had grasped the sides of his jeans and pushed them down off his body. 
Automatically, he stepped out of the legs, and stood revealed in all his naked splendor. At least, he hoped Nadia 
thought he was splendid when naked. 


The unconcealed lust in her eyes when she gazed at him sort of indicated that she thought something along 


those lines, anyway. Those very blue eyes were lit by inner fires of lust. 


Revelation 


At her tug on his hands, Phil joined Nadia on the bed. He tried to free his hands so he could reach for her to 


pull her close and kiss her, but she would not let him. 
"No," she said, pushing him to lie back on the bed as she moved to stand beside it. 


"No," Nadia said again when he reached for her as soon as she released his hands. She utilized every nuance of 
her big blue eyes and turned the entire power of her full-lipped, rosy mouthed pout on him until he stopped 
reaching toward her with a ‘huff of frustration. 


Then she rewarded him with a melting look from those fabulous eyes and a big bright smile with the pouty 
lips. He didn't think that his cock could get any harder, but he was wrong. It was standing up from his body, 
begging for attention from those soft hands and that pouty mouth. 


He hadn't wanted anyone that badly for a very long time. In fact, not since the night with Aidan. But at that 
thought, it was almost as if the electric power in the room dipped: the light seemed fainter, and somehow 
Nadia was taller and rounder and her hair was dark instead of white-blonde. 

Phil blinked, and blinked again. He wasn't sure where the impression of darkness had come from, but his room 
was as light as it had been before, and that light was shining off of Nadia's bright hair, and she was as short 


and slim as she'd always been. 


She was staring at him lasciviously, and then winked. Confident that she had his full attention, she very slowly 


leaned down and grasped the hem of her mini dress. 


Then even more slowly, inch by agonizing (for Phil) inch, she pulled the dress up and over her head, tossing it 
finally toward the same corner where Phil had thrown his t-shirt. 


The act revealed that Phil had been correct in his earlier supposition: she wore not a stitch under her dress. 
And now stood revealed in all of her smooth, creamy, slim naked glory. 


While enjoying the sight, Phil noticed in passing that Nadia was not a natural blonde, but he drank in the naked 


VISION anyway. 


"Please?" he begged her, holding out his arms and reaching for her. To his surprise, she allowed him to take 


her hand and pull her to the bed, then onto it. 


Both of them moaned as their bodies, unencumbered by clothes, finally touched, the heat of each other's skin 
heightening the electricity of that moment of contact. 


Anticipation 


It seemed that Nadia wanted to draw out that moment of contact, though Phil could think of many other 
things that he wanted to do to her, or with her, and wanted her to do to or with him, than just hold her close 
and let her wiggle on top of him. However, the sheer eroticism of her skin against his, even her wiggle, was 


short-circuiting his brain. He closed his eyes, and moaned again 


Suddenly, Nadia gave a low, throaty laugh, that didn't quite sound like her normal voice. Opening his eyes, Phil 
discovered that her wiggling had been with purpose, as she was now seated astride his chest. 


If she'd just been seated a little bit lower.. but no. And he discovered, when he tried to reach to her hips to 


move her down his body, that somehow she'd managed to pin his arms against his body with her legs. 


With his martial arts training, Phil didn't doubt that he could have freed himself. But depending on how 
stubborn Nadia chose to be - and she'd already shown a will of steel - it might hurt her, and he had no wish, 


and no real need, to do that. 

So he stopped struggling, looked up at her triumphant figure above him, and put on his best pout 
'Nadia...| want you." 

She all but purred as she leaned down and applied her lips and tongue to wiping the pout from his mouth. 


Phil thoroughly enjoyed her efforts. Especially as her breasts rubbed against his chest with her motions. 
Looking at them as Nadia's mouth moved over his face and to his neck, he saw that her nipples were hard 
little peaks. As Nadia's tongue traced his ear, causing him to shudder, he angled his head in an attempt to 
capture that rosy nub with his mouth. 


Phil didn't quite manage to hold on to her nipple, but his tongue made it close enough to circle and investigate 
the nub, enough so that Nadia leaned back with a breathless cry. Staring down at him, slightly shocked for 
some reason that Phil did not understand, she wordlessly shifted her body to give his mouth full access to 


her lush breasts. 


Rather than questioning her, he simply took advantage of her permission as his mouth hungrily explored, 


sucked and tasted her breasts, teasing the nipples until they were even harder, and Nadia was moaning. 


Then, as if she could take no more stimulation there, Nadia grasped his wrists tightly and slithered down his 
body, adroitly avoiding impalement on his straining cock and moving further down, her full breasts brushing 
against his hardness. 


Phil could hardly breathe as her head came level with his groin. For what felt like eons both were motionless. 


Phil could almost feel a physical touch from her hot gaze on his cock, eyes caressing it as she visually 


explored his length and breadth. It was exciting, watching her face as she learned his body, because she found 
it exciting. 


As the suspended moment seemed to go on and on, finally he couldn't stand the anticipation any more. 


"Please," he begged, nearly crying with need, "please, Nadia, suck me." 


Contact 


Nadia rewarded Phil with a slow, dazzling smile. Retaining her iron grip on his wrists, she locked her bright blue 


eyes on Phil's as she slowly extended her tongue and licked her lips, an action which drew a moan from Phil. 


Leaning forward slightly, she let her extended tongue make contact with his cock near the base, and teasingly 
licked slowly upward. 


"You are a tease, Nadia!" Phil got out through his clenched teeth, as he was enjoying the sensation but badly 
needed more contact with her mouth. 


Nadia's tongue went back in her mouth, and her full, rosy bottom lip was extended instead as she pouted. 
"L am not a tease!" 


Phil had the feeling that Nadia wanted to put her hands on her hips and stamp her foot as she protested his 


accusation. 


However, if she had released his hands to do that, he would have grabbed her, thrown her down on the bed 
and plunged into her quicker than she could have drawn a breath to speak. 


Perhaps realizing that she was treading on thin ice, or rather, at the edge of his control, she hadn't released 


his hands, and now she tilted her head to the side and added a frown to her pout. 
With a sigh and a frustrated groan, Phil subsided, relaxing against her hold. 


And was rewarded when she offered another dazzling smile before her tongue curled around the head of his 


cock, stimulating it with the motion as her tongue drew him into her mouth. 
The warm, moist cavern of her mouth would have been heaven for Phil, if more than the head of his cock had 
been in it. Involuntarily he thrust his hips upward, seeking more of her warmth for his cock. Then he winced as 


his action caused Nadia to draw back, her mouth leaving his cock as she looked at him reproachfully. 


"Nadia, | want you," he groaned softly as his dick ached and yearned for contact with her. The rest of his body 


was as tense with arousal as his cock and he was fast approaching the point of pain 


Nadia appeared to consider his urgent plea and how she should respond. She was still holding his wrists to his 


body as she let an enchanting smile cross her face. 
"Philip, | want you Too." 


And with that she shifted her body on the bed. And suddenly her mouth had engulfed his cock 


Her Way 


Phil let out a yell that could probably have been heard in the next country. He didn't care, though. Nadia's 
warm, wet mouth was all over his cock, sucking, tongue caressing his hardness and seeking out each fold and 
crevice to explore and taste. 

If he hadn't been so painfully hard, he might have come on the spot. 

The sensation was, impossibly, even better than he had thought it would be. Her mouth felt so good on his 
cock that he didn't even realize she had released his wrists until some time after she had started caressing 
his balls with those small hands. 

Phil moaned. 

As much as he wanted to return the favor and taste her, he couldn't move for the ecstasy that was 
effectively paralyzing him. Perhaps sensing his desire, Nadia looked up at him. Slowly pulling her mouth from 
his cock (with just the right amount of suction) and replacing it momentarily with one hand, she smiled 
seductively at him and spoke firmly and with a note of finality in her voice. 

"No. Right now we play my way. Later, perhaps, you can pleasure me in this fashion" 

Phil wanted to protest (of course he wanted it all, now) but after that statement, Nadia's head had gone down 
and enveloped his cock. And suddenly his hardness was being impinged upon by a sharp set of teeth. A 
reminder that he was in no position to protest anything that she wanted? Perhaps. 

Phil spoke through gritted teeth, caught between pleasure and pain. 


"And what is your way to play?" 


At this sign of his acquiescence, the teeth eased away from his cock, replaced by a caressing tongue, and then 
by a soft hand alternately stroking and pulling him. 


Nadia replied with a wicked smile. 


"| will pleasure you until you can not stand it any more. Until you can not move for ecstasy. Then | will mount 


you and take you within me. 


"And then we will both experience the little death." 


Teasing 

Nadia's head had descended after her statement of intent, engulfing his hardness in her warm mouth. 
Phil wasn't sure how much more of this delicious torture he could take. Especially when her small fingers 
delicately explored the sensitive area behind his balls. He was moaning almost continuously, unable to think 


coherently, but sure that he would come at any minute. 


Pulling off of him again, and licking at his cock as if it were a lollipop, appearing as if she was highly enjoying 
the taste of the precome that was by now flowing heavily from him, she looked up at him again. 


"Lie back and enjoy.” 


Phil wondered what choice he had in the matter. Apparently he'd made his choice when he invited Nadia to his 


room. He couldn't even find the energy to ask that question aloud. 
"Witch!" he groaned, not unappreciatively. 


Nadia had a way of sensing when he was getting too close to coming and slowing or changing the rhythm of 


her mouth on his cock to keep him continually near the brink but never going over. 


She was also amazingly talented with her hands, finding all sorts of sensitive and erogenous zones on his body. 


When her very expressive mouth backed off of his hardness a bit, her hands sped up in their explorations. 


The delicate scratch of a long fingernail on a sensitive membrane, the tight grasp of her fingers as they 
circled his hardness contrasted with the care with which she caressed his balls.. well, yes, he was enjoying it. 


And yes, he was pretty much incapable, by now, of doing anything other than lie there and experience it. 
Finally, when his shaft was so engorged that any further stimulation would be painful, Nadia appeared to relent. 
"Are you ready, Philip?" 

"Oh yeah," he breathed. 


"Please, Nadia." 


Surprise 
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Nadia was definitely smirking as her short body slinked its way up Phil's. Every touch of her skin on his or the 
brush of a hard nipple against him sent a jolt of electricity through him. 


Phil reached for her to assist her to position herself above his hardness, which ached for her, only To be told 
that she would handle the details, thank you very much. 


When he thought she would finally bring her body down on his, and his cock was actually twitching in 
anticipation, she suddenly tilted herself, head down near his as she attacked his mouth in a ferocious kiss, 


bottom up and held teasingly far away from his rigid organ 


Her hair fell down around their faces, curtaining them from a view of the room. It seemed like there was 


nothing but her bright blue eyes, her hot kiss, and her sweet voice, trembling with desire. 
"Philip?" 

Somehow he summoned the breath and the energy to respond vocally. 

"Yes, Nadia?" 


Her lips descended on his again, raising his desire for her another notch when he'd thought it was already as 
high as it could be. His eyes fluttered closed as he felt her draw away from his face. 


Anticipating the feel of her descending upon him, he totally did not anticipate her voice. 
Especially the brisk, matter-of-fact tone, with no trace of her enchanting accent. 
"Philip, you're an ass." 

His eyes popped open in confusion 


But he was lost in such a sexual haze that it was a few moments before he realized that Nadia had changed. 


And not only her voice. 


Nadia's hair was no longer platinum blonde, but raven-black. 


Nadia's short body had somehow expanded and was longer. And her slim figure had blossomed with lush 
curves. The nipples on those full breasts were still hard nubs, however. And the curvy hips still hovered above 


him. 


The tiny dragonfly tattoo on her arm was no longer a tiny dragonfly but a big, black dragon that looked almost 


alive. 

Then he saw that her eyes were no longer big and bright blue, but rather a pale blue. 

This was not Nadia! 

This.. was Aidan 

RE 

Petrified, he recalled his several glimpses of "Nadia" as taller and darker than she had appeared. 
He realized that "Nadia" was simply "Aidan" in reverse. 

And he remembered that she had said she would come back to haunt him. 

In the time that it had taken Phil to connect the dots, Aidan had remained poised over him. 


Now, seeing that his attention was back on her, and that he'd realized who she was, Aidan cackled like a crone 


and turned to him with the most evil smile Phil had ever seen. 

"Are you ready, Philip?" 

Phil couldn't breathe, couldn't move. 

When he looked down, he saw the demon tattoo on her groin. It might not be howling, but it was certainly 
slavering. It was definitely alive, the demon face contorting as Aidan's pussy descended toward his still-hard 


cock. 


This close, he could see the demon's needle-sharp teeth flexing in anticipation of the demons reward - his 


cock! 


Was that Aidan's natural moisture dripping from the demon's ‘mouth‘.. or was that poison from the demon's 


fangs? 


As the demon's mouth and Aidan's pussy - one and the same - were about to engulf his cock, Phil's panic- 


induced stasis finally lessened. 


And he screamed out in fear. 


"N000000000000000!" 


Terror in the Night 


Phil struck out in his fear, though his limbs seemed to be weighted down and his movements were as slow as 


molasses. 


A darkness had come over his eyes and he could not see. He didn't know if Aidan's demon/pussy was still 


poised to devour his cock or if he had managed to knock her and it away from above him. 


He was sweating, and every muscle in his body was tense and coiled for action. And in spite of his fear, his 


cock was still hard from Nadia's, no - from Aidan’s ministrations. 
Suddenly the door burst open with a bit of a crash. Light streamed through, dazzling Phil's eyes. 
"Phill Are ye alright?" 


Phil breathed a sigh of relief at the sound of the lilting tones of Vivian's voice. If anyone would know how to 


deal with an Irish demon and its mistress, Viv would. 


His eyes were slowly adjusting to the light and he was able to see Vivian's slight form as he rushed to Phil's 
bedside and grasped his arms. 


"Are ye awake now?" 

Ignoring Viv's words, Phil sat up and threw back the covers, reaching for the bedside lamp. 

"You have to help me deal with this Irish she-devil," he pleaded. 

"Huh?" was Vivian's inelegant response. 

Viv stared at Phil as he slowly looked around the now-lighted hotel room. 

There was no one else in the room save themselves. The connecting door stood open. Everything was in its 


proper place, and the only sign of a struggle in the room was the condition of the bedclothes on Phil's bed, 


which were messy and tangled. 
But he and Nadia hadn't been under the bed covers! 
The hotel room didn't look right either. There was no sitting area. The door was on the wrong side of the room. 


This room did look familiar, however. 


Why? Where was he? 


Discarding that thought in favor of a more immediate concern, Phil looked around again. Still no one else in 


evidence. 

"Where did that witch go?" Phil asked Viv. 

"What witch? Who are ye talking about? You didn't have anyone in your room, Phil,” Vivian replied. 
Phil kept looking around the room for Aidan 


"She was just here, Viv, first she was Nadia then she turned into Aidan and she was about to castrate me. Or 


rather, Bobbitize me." 
Vivian grabbed Phil's arms and shook him slightly. 


"Phill Wake up properly now. You were having a nightmare and started yellin’, but there's been no one but you 
in this room tight." 


"How could you know that?" 

Vivian snorted. 

"Wake up an’ smell the Starbucks, Collen! We've been touring tgether too long not ta know what sounds we all 
make if we have a sex partner in our room. Besides, ye wouldna ha’ been beatin’ off in th' shower if ye'd had a 


woman in here." 


Now thoroughly confused, Phil looked around again. This was definitely not the hotel room he'd been in with 
Nadia. 


"Ah.. where are we, Viv?" 


"London Don't ya remember the great show at Wembley last night? We go back to Europe tomorrow - well, 
guess it's Today, now." 


Phil shook his head. He remembered a lot more than the London show. 
But.. he'd dreamed it all? 


He looked around the room again. Oh yeah, this was London. Viv had entered through their connecting door. The 
bedside clock read 410, and there was no light coming through the window curtains. 


Phil groaned deeply. He had dreamed it all 


"Are ye all the way awake, now, mate? It's not that | mind rushing in ta ‘save’ ye, it's that | dinna care to hear 


ya scream like that again" 


"| didn't care for the nightmare that caused the yell, either, Viv. Thanks for waking me," Phil replied as Viv 


retreated toward the connecting door. 


That door quietly closed behind him, though Phil could still see the line of light at the bottom of the door, so 
Viv hadn't closed his side, again. Then Phil heard the quiet murmur of conversation on the other side of that 


door. 
Oh, shit.. Viv's partner had heard him yell, too. 


As if to take his mind off that fact, the moans and cries started up again from Viv's room, reminding Phil 
that he was still, or again if you didn't count the nightmare, painfully erect and hard. 


Well, Aidan had been right in her prediction made as he left her room. His rejection of her had come back to 


haunt him. 


As he got out of bed and headed for the shower, again, Phil shuddered at the thought of Aidan's demon's 


mouth ready to consume him. He devoutly hoped it wouldn't continue to haunt him for the rest of the tour. 


Epilogue 
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Phil was finally able to sleep after achieving some measure of physical relief. After Viv and his partner 


achieved their noisy climaxes, of course. 

Again. 

He didn't sleep well for the (very short) remainder of the night and was grumpy when he arose the next 
morning. He'd ended up oversleeping and missed his opportunity to go for his usual morning run, which made 
him more grumpy. He didn't speak much as the band gathered to catch their transport to the next venue. 

He did look around the lobby rather surreptitiously that morring to see if he could see any sign of Aidan. 
Though a number of fans and several of his "superfans" had been present at breakfast, there was no sign of 
her either at breakfast or when they were checking out. 


That was probably good, since he wasn't quite sure what he wanted to do if or when he did see her. 


They had been on the road for a couple of hours (well, the road and the Chunnel) when Vivian came wandering 


out from his bunk on the veggie bus and flumphed down beside Phil on the couch. 


Rick and Lauren Monroe were in the back room working on something, either for Raven Drum or for her 


music, and Phil had had the living area to himself until Viv's entrance. 


He had been on his laptop, trying to write down his nightmare as a beginning step of exorcising it. Still grumpy, 
he looked up at Viv and didn't say a word. 


Viv had been grinning at him, but his grin slowly faded when Phil did not respond. 


"So, do ye want to talk about it?" Viv finally asked, his accent thickening as it usually did when he was 


concerned or upset. 
"About what?" Phil asked shortly, returning his eyes to his laptop screen 


"About whatever is makin’ ye so grouchy." 


"Lack of sleep, thanks to you and whomever you were with last night” 

Viv stared at Phil, whose response seemed totally out of character, and out of proportion 

Then he thought back to the events of the previous night. Viv started to ask Phil if he hadn't gotten any, but 
thought better of it. OF course he hadn't or he wouldn't have been taking care of himself - and the sounds 


from himself and his partner would not have so aroused him. Viv hadn't missed, though he hadn't remarked 


upon, Phil's arousal when he'd been awakened from his nightmare. 

Ah, the nightmare. Maybe that was it. 

He watched Phil a while longer. Phil would not look at him. So he finally asked softly, "Th' nightmare?" 
Phil sighed, but didn't look up. 

"Yeah." 

Even more softly, "Ye were talking about an Irish witch?" 

"Yeah." 

Viv let Phil's response just hang there, letting him talk about it in his own time. 

‘lm afraid the nightmare will haunt me." 

"Twas that bad?" 

Phil had been almost afraid to think about the nightmare again, until Viv's quiet question brought it all back. 
"Actually, most of it was very, very good.. only the end was bad, now that | stop and think about it" 
He paused. 

"But | would gladly have foregone the good parts to have avoided the bad end with the Irish witch." 
Phil was silent for so long that Vivian finally had to speak. 

"What, or who, is the Irish witch?" 

Phil sighed again 


"Well, she said she would come back to haunt me, and she did." 


"She threatened you? She's na‘ a true witch then, if by witch’ you mean ‘wiccan 

Phil considered that. 

"No, she didn't say it as a threat - more of a promise, really. A statement of fact." 

"Tis a real person then? She said that and then sent ya the nightmare to haunt ya?" 

"Yes, Aidan is a real person" 

Vivian drew back a bit. 

"Wait a minute. Aidan? Aidan Delaney?" 

"Ah... | don't recall her last name, but Aidan." 

"Tall? Verra black hair, white skin, dragon tattoo?" 

"Yes, that sounds like her. You know her?" 

Vivian grinned. 

"She's a fan, she's Irish an’ fey an’ gorgeous, a'course | know her. But she'd never wish a nightmare on you. 
Aidan is wiccan; she'd help ya in a heartbeat, but wouldna ever threaten ya. Specially not you, Phil, since you're 


her favorite." 


"Wait a minute, how do you know her, if she's one of my fans? What, do you shag her every time we're in 


Ireland or something?" 
Vivian's jaw actually dropped and he stared at Phil like he'd taken leave of his senses. 


"Are ye daft, man? Aidan isna' a woman to casually fuck and cast aside. Could ye na’ see that? She's far from 
the groupie type, and | wouldna’ so insult her by trying such a thing with her." 


Phil thought back on his interactions with Aidan, shaking off his memories of the nightmare and returning to 


their face-to-face conversations. She had been the forward one, it hadn't been him in pursuit. 


And he was quite confident that she had been aware that he had not been seeking a long term relationship last 
night. And she had been comfortable approaching him as a sexual partner. Aidan was far too perceptive about 

people to have thought that after one night with her, he would divorce Anita, marry her and live happily ever 

after. 


Phil was a little uncomfortable when he remembered his own impression, in her room, that she was not often 


so open with herself and her sexuality, as she had been with him. 
Only to have him reject her. Somehow that thought made him squirm more. 
He was rescued from his discomfort when Vivian spoke again. 


"I flirt wit her, of course, but its more of a joke between us. We are friends, and she's helped me many times 


when we've been on tour." 

"Helped you?" Phil asked. 

Viv shrugged. 

"Helped me sleep." 

Phil stared at his mate. He was aware of how hard it was for Vivian to sleep when they were on the road. 
"How?" 

"She's well versed in herb-lore, an’ the energies in different crystals. Aidan has a nursing degree, too, so she 
can use conventional medical and pharmaceutical remedies as well as the traditional and mystical to heal an’ 


help." 


Phil shook his head. It was hard to reconcile the healer Viv was speaking of, with the ‘wicked witch’ of his 
nightmare. 


Almost as if he was reading Phil's mind, Viv observed, "She might take away nightmares, but | canna picture 


her sendin’ one to ya" 
With an effort, Phil could imagine the Aidan he'd first met the previous night - before things turned sexual 


between them - as the person Viv knew. The conversation with his superfans had touched on many varied 


topics, and Aidan had spoken sensitively, knowledgeably and with a unique perspective on most of them. 
But one thing did not jibe with that view. 

"But she said she'd haunt me." 

Phil was very confused now. 

"Y're sure that's wha’ she said?" 


Phil sighed. 


"Right now l'm not too sure of anything," 

Deciding he really didn't want to write about his nightmare, after all, Phil shut the lid of his laptop. 
Vivian pulled out his cell phone 

"Why don't you just ask her?" 

Phil stared at Viv, then put his head in his hands. 


‘Of course, you have Aidan's phone number in your cell. | suppose you're going to just dial her number and 


force the phone on me?" 
"Well, | wasna going to, but now that ya mention it." 

Phil just moaned and shook his head, which was still buried in his hands. 
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Vivian took pity on Phil and didn't just force the phone into his hand. Phil listened as Viv greeted Aidan and 
there was a brief conversation, of which Phil only heard Viv's side, regarding some items that Aidan had 
apparently conveyed to Viv the previous day. 

Then he said into the cell phone, ‘I've someone here wi me who's got a question for ye. 

He must have taken the phone away from his ear, as Phil heard Aidan's voice asking, “There with you? Who?" 


Viv replied, "T'is Phil." 


Phil also heard her sharp intake of breath. Somehow, he could picture her looking at her phone, wondering 


whether to hang up on Vivian. 
A staccato stream of gibberish came from the phone.. from the sound of it, Gaelic. Vivian answered in the 
same tongue, if slower and a bit hesitant. He claimed not to remember much Gaelic, but was obviously more 


proficient than he let on. 


After a couple more exchanges in Gaelic, Viv handed Phil the cell phone without a word, turned, and walked 


back toward his bunk. 
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Phil took a deep breath and spoke into Viv's cell phone. 


"Aidan?" 
"Hello, Philip." 


The words were civil but Phil could all but see the icicles hanging from them. He gulped. She was not happy to 
talk to him. 


Well, no duh, his conscience argued with him. Would you be happy to talk to a woman who rejected you the 
previous night? She probably wonders what you told Vivian about her, too. Especially since Vivian obviously 
respects her as something more than a quick shag. 

Phil winced at that poke from his conscience. 

"I didn't tell Vivian anything," he blurted out. 

Damn, she hadn't said anything but hello and she still had the capability to make him feel like a guilty little boy. 
"I know. | already ascertained that or we would not be having this conversation," came her cool reply. 


"Viv said you had a question?" 


"Uhhh," Phil stuttered How to word his question so that it didn't sound like an accusation? Somehow, he was 
starting to doubt his conviction that Aidan had spitefully sent him the nightmare. 


"Just ask. You don't have to pretty it up for me." Her voice was now brisk, if slightly tinged with irritation. 


"Um, | wondered what you meant when you said last night that you would come back to haunt me?" Phil finally 
got his question out. 


"| didn't say that / would haunt you, Philip. | said ‘that will come back to haunt you', ‘that being you leaving in 


your, ah, unrelieved condition” 

"Oh," Phil said blankly. Thinking back, that was what she had said. He remembered it clearly now. 
"And your erection did haunt you, did it not? At least until you found some kind of relief." 

Aidan's voice was almost clinical in its dispassionate assessment. 

"Well, yes,” Phil admitted unwillingly. 

"That was all | meant by that statement. Why did you think | said | would come back to haunt you?" 


"Uh, | misremembered what you said” 


"And?" 

Aidan's question hung there until Phil could no longer resist the compulsion to answer. 
"And, uh, | had a nightmare last night... 

The silence was deafening. 

"which you were in" 


Phil heard Aidan's quiet, but long-drawn out sigh through the cell phone. Then a short pause, during which he 
could almost see Aidan counting to ten. Or maybe twenty. 


Finally she spoke. 
"Philip, | am wiccan, and | live by the wiccan motto - ‘an it harm none’. No matter what happened between us, | 


would never threaten you, nor would | send you any ill-wish, not even in the form of a nightmare. Help, and 


healing, is what | deal in, not their opposites. | am sorry you had a nightmare, but | assure you that | had 


nothing to do with it. 
"If your nightmare recurs, | will do everything in my power to help you banish it" 


Phil couldn't help but hear the truth in her voice. Almost against his will, he was forced to believe she had 
nothing to do with the intense nightmare. 


He sighed. 


"All right. Thank you for your offer of assistance. | don't mean anything personal when | say | hope | don't have 
to take you up on it” 


"You believe me?" 

Aidan voiced her query partly as statement, partly as question, and her surprise was clear. 
"Yes." 

Now it was Aidan's turn to be speechless. 


Phil mentally winced a little bit at her surprise. Then scolded himself; given his actions of the previous evening, 


why should she think well of him? 


"Yes, | believe you. | can hear the truth in your voice. And | think | want to apologize to you for last night” 


In the ensuing silence, Phil could clearly picture Aidan waffling about how to respond to his words. And 
"waffling" was about the last thing he'd ever have imagined Aidan doing, she was such a straightforward, even 


blunt, person most of the time. 
He heard her sigh come over the cell phone. But her voice was brisk and neutral when she finally responded. 
"And | apologized last night. Do you want to tell me about your nightmare?" 


Phil almost got angry about her seemingly cavalier dismissal of his apology. Then he realized that it was a sore 


subject for both of them and she had turned her attention to trying to help him. 


Well, if the nightmare hadn't come from her, he didn't know where it had come from, but he did know he didn't 
want to experience again And according to Viv, Aidan was magically and medically trained and apparently willing, 
as she had said before, to help him banish it. He took a deep breath and tried to keep his voice as neutral as 
hers when he started. 


'It was very intense and | was feeling it all so much, really experiencing it, it is hard even now to believe it was 
just a nightmare. I've never had a nightmare that included so much sensory detail. And it ranged over time, 


too - several weeks worth. | was really confused when Viv woke me and we were still in the London hotel. 


"It took place during part of our European tour that we're just heading for now. And in some foreign country, | 


can't remember which one now, a girl had come looking for me." 


Aidan hadn't said a word, but he could picture her listening attentively, trying to analyze the source and cause 
of his nightmare. 


"The girl's name was Nadia, and she was short and slim and platinum blonde and she had a fascinating accent. 


And, uh, she wanted me. And when we got back to my hotel room, she seduced me. And.” 
Phil stumbled over his words at that point. 
"That doesn't sound bad so far," Aidan observed dispassionately. 


Phil winced at the thought of what he had to tell her. Especially since he now thought that she did not send 
him the nightmare. 


"No, that part was good. And it was so vivid. | could taste and smell and feel everything in the dream. It 


seemed so real. And it only became a nightmare at the end." 
"And that's where | came in?" 


Phil was glad to hear that Aidan's voice remained neutral. He hesitated, then decided to be honest. And blunt. 


"Yes. Nadia was on top, and when she was about to come down upon me, she turned into you. And | realized 
that Nadia' was the reverse of ‘Aidan’ and that Nadia was physically the inverse of you. You called me an ass, 
cackled at me, and your demon tattoo was slavering at the thought of consuming my cock. It was so realistic 
that | was petrified." 

"And then what happened?" 


Phil was thankful that Aidan's voice remained impersonal. He was also glad the conversation was taking place 


over the phone instead of in person - he didn't think he could look her in the face and talk about this. 

"Just as the demon was about to come down on my cock and devour it, | finally broke out of the frozen state 
and yelled. And then everything was dark until Viv came into the room to see why I'd yelled and if | was OK. | 
must have woken myself up with the shout, but the dream was so vivid it took a while to really wake up and 
realize it was only a nightmare." 

Aidan was silent for a few moments, pondering what he had told her. 

"| can see why you wouldn't want a recurrence, even if part of the dream was good," she observed finally. 
"Fear isn't an emotion | enjoy, in real life or in nightmares," Phil agreed. 


"Hmm," Aidan made a sound of agreement. 


"Do you think the nightmare is likely to recur?" Phil asked, a little apprehensive about what her answer might 
be. 


He could hear the rueful tone in her voice when she replied 
"You know the textbook answer from me will be, ‘do you think it is likely to recur?" 


He wasn't quite sure how to take that response, because he was completely serious and her reply seemed to 


carry a tinge of humor. So he remained silent. 

"And, for the record, Philip," she continued dryly, "I do NOT cackle" 

The incongruity of her remark suddenly struck him, and unexpectedly he burst out laughing 
"That's better," she said, and he could definitely hear the laughter in her voice this time. 
"You're much too tense 


Phil suddenly realized that through his entire conversation with Aidan, right up until he'd laughed, he'd been so 


nervous that he'd been sitting bolt upright on the couch in the bus, every muscle tense. 


In the laughter, the tension had loosened and he was now sprawled comfortably on the couch, though most of 


his muscles were protesting at having been unnaturally tensed for so long. 


He devoted a minute or so to shaking out the tension in his arms and legs, arching his back as well to relieve 


the ache, while pondering an appropriate reply. 

"No, you don't cackle," he finally said. 

"You have a delightful low, throaty laugh in person" 

There was a surprised silence from the other side of the cell phone, so he finally spoke again 

| do value your opinion, Aidan. Seriously, do you think the nightmare is likely to recur?" 

Finally, she sighed. 

"It's not kind to answer a question with a question, but it is relevant. Do you fear me, Philip?" 

Phil hadn't expected a direct question like that, and he had to consider it for a while. 

He had definitely feared her the previous night when they were together, becouse of what she'd made him 
feel. Or rather, since she said she hadn't done anything to him, because of what he had felt in her presence. It 
did not make sense, so he feared it. He preferred to be in control, not necessarily sexually, but in control of 


his own thoughts and feelings, and he hadn't been last night. 


He had feared her when Nadia had turned into her and his dream had turned into nightmare and it seemed he 


would expire under the poison-dripping fangs of her demon tattoo. 


With some time and physical distance from the memory of her and the memory of the nightmare, he had 
been able to see her character more clearly, from their previous brief conversations, from last night's 


extended conversation with the superfans, and with his mate's personal knowledge of her. 


He'd heard the truth in her voice when she stated that she had not sent or caused his nightmare. And when 
she avowed her dedication to wicca and ‘an it harm none’. And he had sensed the compassion with which she 


was trying to help him banish the nightmare, in spite of his rejection of her person on the previous night. 


He no longer feared her. 


He did not understand and so still had some fear about the feelings he'd had when they were together. But he 
did not fear Aidan. 


Her voice broke into his musings. 

"Thank you, Philip. As you don't fear me, | do not think the nightmare will recur. 
He realized with a start that he must have been stating his thoughts out loud. 
"There's so much about you that | don't understand," he blurted. 

"There is a lot about you that | don't, or didn't, understand either," she replied. 

"| think we were miscommunicating last night, which caused some of the things you don't understand.” 
‘lam sorry," he said regretfully. 

"So am |" 

There was a little silence and a sigh as they contemplated what might have been. 
"Maybe we can talk about it some more the next time we meet in person 
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Finally changing the subject slightly, Phil asked, "I know you didn't send the nightmare to me, but I've never had 


a dream that vivid and complete before. Where do you think it came from?" 
He could hear the laughter in her voice again when she replied. 


"| don't think it was an ill-sending from anyone, Philip. Though if you do happen to meet a Nadia, you might 


want to think twice about inviting her to your room!" 
"Oh, | won't," Phil agreed fervently. 
When she said nothing further, he pushed her a bit. 


"Come on, | can tell from the tone of your voice that you have an idea about my nightmare. Please tell me 


what you think." 


"All right, but then we have to end this conversation. You need to take Viv's cell phone back to him and go take 
a nap for the rest of your bus ride, OK?" 


Phil reluctantly assented, 


"And if the nightmare does recur, have Viv call me and we'll come up with something else to help you. 


"The human mind is an amazing thing, Philip. It has many abilities that aren't fully understood. | think your 


nightmare came from you." 

"From me?" 

"Yes. Who really suffered in your nightmare and because of your nightmare? You. You indicated some guilt 
feelings about.. well, what happened between us. Your guilty conscience was punishing you. And it was as vivid 
as the interaction between us was. 


"Now, goodbye, safe travels and go rest." 


And Phil, recognizing the truth in her words, was able to rest. Without nightmares. 


